



The moFt lament able Tr age die 

T<mora. Farewell my Tonnes, fee that you make her fure, 
Nere let my hart know merry cheere indeede, 

Till all the Adronkie be made away : 

Now will I lienee to feeke my louely (-Moore, 

And let my fpleenfull Tonnes this Trull defloure, 

* £nter tAron, with two cf 'T itus Jonnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will I bring you to the lothTome pit, 

Whe^e I efpied the Panther faft a fleepe. 

Quintus. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes. 

(JMart. And mine I promife you, were it not for lhame, 
Well could I leaue our fport to fleepe a while. 

Quin. What art thou fallen, what fubtill hole is this, 
Whofe mouth is couered with rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofe leaues are drops of new flied blood. 

As frefli as morning dewe diftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to mee, 

Speake brother, had thou hurt thee with the fall i 
tJMartius. Oh brother, with the difmalft obieft hurt, 
That euer cie with fight made hart lament. 

tAron. Now will I fetch, the King to finde them heere, 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit. 

Martius. Why dooft not comfort me, and helpc me out 
From this vnhollow, and blood ftained hole. 

Quintus, I am furprifed with an vneouth fcarc, 

A chilling Tweat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpe&s more then mine eye can fee. 

C Mart . T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 
tAron and thou looke downe into this den. 

And Tee a fearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quintus. tAron is gone, and my compafsionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife; 


of Titus Andronicus . 

Oh tell me who it is, for nere tell now, 

Was I a child, to fearc I know not what. 

Martius. Lord Bafsianus lies embrewed heere, 

AH on a heape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darke blood drinking pit. 

Quintus. If it be darke how dooft thou know tis hee. 
Martins. v P on his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious ring, that lightens all this hole : 

Which like a taper in Tome monument, 

Doth Ihine vpon the dead mans earthy checkes, 

And fhewes the ragged intrailes of this pit: 

So pale did ihine the Moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden blood, 

0 brother helpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If fcare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath. 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle. 

As hatefull as Ocitus miftie mouth. 

Qum. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may be pluckt into the (wallowing wombe. 

Of this deepe pit, poore 'Bafsianus graue : 

I haue no ftrength to plucke thee to the brinck, 

(-Martins. Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy helpe. 
Quin. Thy hand once more, I will not loofe againe. 

Till thou art heere a loft, or I below : 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter the Emperour,and tAron the C_ Moore . 

Satur. Along with me, He fee whathole is heere. 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend. 

Into this gapin'i; hollow of the earth. 

(Martins. T h e vnha pp e r onn e of old tAndt'onim, 
Brought hither in a moil vnluckie houre, 
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